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AN remembered her now, It
was the girl who had rid-
den beside Ben Evans that
first day in Hopedale.
Frits Polth had sald her
name was Blakely—Edith Blakely.

“But [ don't care If he does come,
now that | am not dependent upon
Mm for the means of getting away,"”
Nan replied deflantly.

Edith gianved nervously toward the
mesa.

“But I don't want him to see me
here—hurry, please!”

8o Edith Blakely was afraid of the
Hon. “Hank" Hpiser? Nan pondered
this wonderingly aa she gquickly did
an ghe was bid. Bhe noticed that It
was not until they were out of the
valley of the Esmeraldaa and well

on a dim trall which branched

the main road, that the girl
consed to glance fearfully over her
shoulder.

“l came as soon arx | could,” she
sald, “but dad wasn't home when [

the measage from Hen and | had
Jumna‘tmnm my-

“You can't Imagine what a tre-
mendous favor you've done me,” sald
Nan gratefully as they galloped
w side by side.
nothing at all-—just so long as
Spisar doean't find it out.”

Nan wondered why she
care, but did not ask because
girl was adding in a half-apolo-

tone:

‘ou-all won't find much of a
plags, but ma said sie’'d have dinner
nu!. and we can Ax you up some-
how.

"You can belleve,’ Nan replied
grimly, “that 1 sm not in & mood
to ba critical.”

dismal bay of hounds, the
shrill yip of many mongrel kiyis, told
them they were nearing the Blukolir
home, which was hidden In the tall
tornec of the Longhorn bosque, less
than & mile from the Rio Orande,

They <ame abruptly into a clearing

whers a log house and yard waere
apclosed In & sovkade of upright
woles,

With tha barking of tha dogs, chil-
dren of every age and size and stage
of dress and undress cams tumbling
through the deoors and from the win-
dows, as Nan could see In spaces be-
twean the poles,

“Where's ma?"' asked Fdith as she a

unfastenad the stockade gate and
swung It open “lsn't sho home,
Clytie?"

Clytie reatad one bare foot on the
instep of the other and giggled.

“Nops. Bhe went a couple of miles
down the road to horry a little salt
from them camperns.’

A look of wearinesa succeeded an-
noyance in Fdith's face,

“Go Inside,” sald Edith to Nan and
Mrs. Gallagher, “1'll soon have dinner

t

o yoah hat and take the rockin'
chalr,” sald the long-legged Clytis
hospitably to Nan as she lifted a
dog by the scruff of its neck from the
cushioned seat and threw It casually
out the door.

Another dog was slumbering In the
of the fireplace, the chimney
h leaned like the Tower of
Two pullo't:. nur::od 5‘1‘“ in-

uiringly from the top of a disman-
.!ﬁ Il',"lnl-rnurhin.. while the floor
‘- littered with the immortal works
of Bertha M. Clay and tha daubing
of mud which had drogped in chunks
from between the lo

Nan was all but surrounded by
tow-headed, barefooted Biakelys star-
ing at her with all their pale-blue
eyes as she sat down In the desig-
nated rocking-chair.

Leaning back to fan herself with
her hat, the chalr legs cama out of
the rockers. The accldent occusloned
much merriment.

“Ma's goin' to fix that soms (ime
when she kin git around to it,” Cly-
tle olapped both hands over her
mouth and giggled.

With the renewed barking of the
dogs and the slamming of the stock-
ada gate, the fascinated circle rushed
pell-mell through the door to awarm
over a lank, spiritiess figure in a slat

net.
.“'9#: where you been? [I'm hun-

o

:

“Ma, aln't you ever goin’ to Kit us
i to eat?"

» ynl'nndl. don't yau children ever

aim to give me a minute's peace or

reat t1ll I'm dald? )

*¥ou ain't aug yet, ma, and it's
t dinner-time!"

u;ln Hlakely untied her honnet-

strings and sauntered leisurely to-
ward the house.
trlvl«mrd-y!" Bho amiled amiably at

Nan and sat down on the doorstep,
to retwist & small knob of ginger-
colored halr, .
HClytie, git ma a drink of "terf‘_
“Regina, git ma a drink of waler.
“Luna, git ma a drink of water,
“Carmencits, git ms a drink of
ter.”
'eﬂn requeat was paswed down the
line untll it reached Undine, who
finally came Imldllnd with the witer
hing In & gourd.
wiﬁ':lllth': face clouded when sha re-
turned from putting the horses away
to find her mother fanning herself
I.ugaldlr on tha doorstep.
“We're ]nrarit starved,
ortly.
“‘!‘; .r';c!m: you be, honey, and I
almed to ba back, but 1 fell in with
kind of a gypsy feller down thers at
them campers and he tole all our fur-
-

ma,"” shes

unes.
’ “Never mind that now; we'd hetter

the fire."
.‘ﬂ:!. Blakely sighed resignedly.
“Clytie, mit ma an urparnful of

N na, git ma an urpernful of
. Fit ma''—
started for the w lle be-

B s e L

"Walt a minuts, honey, till I tell
you about yoah fortuns."

Edith lingered impatisntiy.

"'l'ha’torm feller sald, Edie, that
you s in grave and immajit dan«

o Rer of losin’ yoah beau. He said,"” she

drawled solemnly, "“that another girl,

what was a stranger to you, was

comin' between you, and you'd only

git him out'n her clutches by strata-
m.”

Edith tossed her head and went on

“You don't belleve (t, but 1've
warned you," declared Mrs. Blakely.
“But Ciytle, here”~she rambled on—
“in goin’ to ketch soms rich feller
and marry young, Not too young,
though; hopey, promise me that'

Tha shanghal-like Clytie looked a
long way from matrimony as she
leaned against the houses endeavor-
ing to Interlace her toes.

“And ma"—Mrs. Blakely beamed |n
anticipation—"1'm goin' to fall heir
to a Ilarge fortune. Must be yoah
pa's brother what cans algs up In
Wichita, Edle."

Mrs., Blakely rose slowly, In mec-
tions as It seemead, and followed
Edith into the kitchen, where the
rattie of the stove told of prepara-
tions for the tardy dinner.

Bedlam broke loose with the wan-
Ing of the temporary shyness of the
little Blakelys, S8ome now beat upon
tha alde of tha houss with cluba,
jarring down the little that remained
of the ohinking. They yelled, they
sang, they quarrelled, and thers was
a sufficient number to keep at least
ons stilf Aght going all the time,

They tried to bridle and ride the
rooster. they threw handfuls of dust
in each other's halr and rocks at sach
other's heads. The fllea swarmed and
the dogm contributed their share to
the din,

The thought of spending the right
In the squalor of this shiftless Tex-
as homsa filled Nan with apprehension.
It was something for which to be
thankful, she sald to herself, with
A faint smile, that the "prep" broth-
er could not ses her In her present
surroundings.

And Bob! How hs would chortls!
No, on second thought, she did not
believe that he would,

Mra, Gallagher, squatting on her
heels on the shady Ride of ths houne,
was not nearly so indifferent to the
discomforts of the Blakely home with
ita riotous little Blakelys.as she ap-
peared, for she found an opportunity
to say to Nan:

“I think it Is better that we ride
to Las Rubertas—seven milos-—-be-
cause hers, senurita’--she rolled her
eyes with something of droll humor
in their depths—'there are too many

' her way for chips.

ninos. You will not sleep very well,
perhaps.*

“T am afrald It will be rather
dreadful,” Nan admitted. "But

where would we go In Las Ru-
berias?’

“To the Dona Luiza Montejo; she
will let us have one-half of her dobe,
1 know the Dona Luiza a long time."

“But shall we be welcome?' Nan
anked doubtfully.
“Why not?’ Mrs. Gallagher

shrugged her shoulders; that was a
small matter, It seemed.

“It shall be as you say,” sald Nan,
for she already had read lking and
loyalty In her strange protector's

yos,
A yell from the dooryard.
“Ma, I'm goin' to bust Undine's
head In If you don't gimme somethin'
to eat!" One of tho Misses Blakely
Lrandished a barrel stave.

“Don't do nothin' like that," said
Mre. Hiakely reprovingly; * ‘tain’t
ladylike and, besides, grub's plled.”
She cnlled cordially to Nan: "“Coms
and git 1el"

The hungry horde sniffing outslde
tha kitchen door made a ruah for the
chalrs, benches and boxes ranged
nlnw the table.

“"Where's your manners, children?"*
inquired Mrs. Blakely placidly, aa
they pushed and fought.

"Outdoors! ha! ha!"

Thea youthful wit was jerked from
1-\ chair and Mrs. Blakely nodded at

AN,

“Slide In thar, and,” she urged hu-
morously, “jest grab u root and pull.”

A monument of pale soda biscuits in
the centre of the table faded even an
Nan looked, while eager hands, each
gripping & fork, roeached for the plat-
ter of salt pork swimming In its awn
grease.

Mrs. Blakely circulated with a huge
tin coffes pot, from which she pourad
n feable bavorage that might as easily
have been tea ns coffee.

“Charlie, my lamb,” chided Mra.
Blakely In gentla forbearance, "don't
put yoah knee on the table. If you-
-tllniun't retch what you want ast for

“Who'd hear me?" Inquired Charles,
and with some reason.

“lookas llke yoah pa would git
around to his meals on time once in
& while!” Mre. Blukely shuffied to
the door. "FPuls me behind so with
my work when-—here he s now,
Froderick, aldge over and make a
place for pa.”

The uproar drowned the jangle of
apurs, but shortly a man, lean and
stoopéd from. much riding, bent his
head to coms through the doorway.

Shrieka greeted him; it was obvi-
oua that Blakely was popular with his
family.

He nodded to Nan with a pleas-
ant though alightly Inquiring look
and hung his hat upon a nail

Nan saw that Edith was like her
father. She had hls earnest, dark
eyes und her mofter features were
feminine duplicates of his; they were
stamped, too, with something of the
same uncomplaining patience. She
wis as unlike her wvapid, weak-
chinned mother as two persona could

e,

The red-halred baby In his home-
made high-chalr suddenly threw him-
self back and let out a yell, His
mouth, which was a slit when closed,
now looked quite square, and his feet
beat a tattoo under the tahle,

“Lassen! ‘lnsses! Want ‘lasses!"

Mrs. Blakely looked at him fondly.

“Hless 'm heart 'm want lasses, ‘'m
shall have 'lasses'’ Clytle, git ma the
sorghum."

The roaring infant did not subalde
until Edith took a huge glass syrup
jug from the cupboard and set |t
down beslde him. ‘Then laying her
hand upan her father's shoulder aho
looked searchingly in his face and
asked:

“What's gone wrong to-day. dad?
What's happened ?

He hesitated a moment befors re-
plylng.

“John Aker's house was blown up
last night."

In the first sllence of astonishment

all wﬂ:m the night.

piitiing
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A stick of dynamite under one corner
did it; it's & wreck to-day."

Mrs. Blakely, who was barsly vis-
Ible through a cloud of amoke from

burning pork

"We.all will
words'"'

“Don’t want to be blowed up, pa!”
A chorus of minor walls started.

“Hush"—turning to Nan in explan-
ation—"he was a nelghbor of ours In
Texas. and we wagoned here to-
gether. Hpiser sent us beth word not
tu settle, but we settied just the same
and sach of us got a little bunch of
cattle together. For some reason
he's offered to buy me out, at his own
prics, but he aima to scare John out
of the country, and this {s the start.”
Blakely's volce was bitter.

"“Now, Charlle, why don't you take
Eplser's offer up?” iu-.. Hlakely ad.
vanead, phndln(l@ with & long-
handled spoon. “We-ull have been
hers two vear and I'm gittin' rest-
leas. Let's hitch up the ol' white
teami and wagon It up Into Arkan-
saw. I'm pinin' to travel," declared
Mrs. Blakely plaintively, “to ses the
world agin—and Arkansaw!"

“I'm not," Blakely replied grimly.
“I've had enough malaria to hold me
for a while—and wagonin' too.”

One does not start tha water from
a faucet with more ease thap Mra.
Blakely turned on the teurs.

“Now, Charlie"—she settled into
her hips ‘n an attitude of despair—
“you'll go and git youhsslf killed off,

n I'll nuve to take in washin' or
put the children in the poahhouse
#nd go on the stage.”

"bon't you put me [n the poahb-
bhouse, ma, or I'll baste Undine over
the hald.”*

Mrs. Hlakely turned wet syes upon
her offspring.

“Don't do nothin’
Clytie,

“Regina,

“Undine,
the chair.”

Mrs. Hlukely buried her face in the
apron and u sympathetie
arose—a bellow so loud that no one
herrd the ruttle of wheels and the
subsequent click of heels upon the
hari®trodden dooryard.

It was not until Edith's startled
stare cauwht their attention that the
Blakely family were aware that the
Hon. “Hank' Bpiser was regarding
them with a4 faint sneer upon his face
from tha doorway

An ogre in their midst would have
had much the same effect. He
vrarad hacdest ut Nan, who made no
motion to return his aweeping salu.
tation.

“Ah—1 am relieved to find you here
and safe,” he sald,

"I am fortunate to bs here—and
mafe,” she replied with cold signifi-
rANCH

He sald no mors. It was snough to
have learned, as he asuspected, that
she was sheltered by the Blakelys.

"I stopped”—he addressed Blakely--
“to sk (f you had decided tn accept
my offer?”

Biakely returned his gaze steadily,
and shook hin hsad,

“Not yet. Thare's no good reason
why 1 shmuld make a present of my
stock to the L.X. Cattle Company.”

“It's a falr offer—upder the olrcum-
Blancen '

“A good offer-under the clrcum-

began to sniffie.
be next, you mark my

like that, my
git ma s handker-

It ma'" ——
and ma that urpern off

stanves Lut less thap half their
value."
“You may be glad'to take it His

tone was a threat,
“Possibly,” Blakely smiled. “When
that time comas ['1] let you know "
"“This in final?”
“Final.”

Splser turned abruptly on his heel
and walked away.
CHAPTER ¥l.

A Lesson in Love.

ASB It only two montha since
she had come to live In
the bhalf of the Henor
Epiphanio Montejo's long
dobe In the Mexiean vil-

laga of Las Rubertas? Nan was
Asking herself as ahe sdt In her door.
way, watching the colors of the sun-
set fade behind the distant range.

It seemed to Nan that it might
have been two years, or always, that
she had heard the coyotes
st the edge of Benor Epiphanio’s al-
falfa field and lishened to the splash

of falling earth as the ever-changing
Rio Grande ate away its banks.

Home, the censorious family, Beb,
seemed very far away. Forgetfulneas
was in the languorous air of spring.
Much and little had happensd since
she had become s part of the placid,
ploturesque village life.

The war with Spain was well under
way, and she had come to know BHen
Evans far better than she had ever
expectsd to know him after the dis-
npnu:‘ntlnl episode at the Esmeraldas

ranch,

Spiser had let her distinctly alone,
which was not llke Spiser, but she
was not curious as to his reason
since it was so. Mrs. Gallagher now
called her chiquita occasionally, and
in unguarded moments showed her
affection. Nan rode dally on homms-
back and studied EBpanish with the
pompous schoolmaster.

She felt a twinge of consclsnce
when anxious and reproachful letters
came from homae In the erratic malls,
and sho dreaded rather than wel-
comed therr, for they only ssrved to
ramind her that some time this
dreamy, unreal life must end. And
when she thought of that she thought
of Hen Evans.

Bhe was waiting for him now, as he
had sent word that ha might ba able
to come, and soon her listening sar
heard him grooting & Mexican In the
plaza. The hig sorrel he rode ambled
into sight and stopped at the baras
as the moon rose full and round,
flooding the world with itsa white
light.

He dropped the reins at the horae's
head and came toward her eagerly.
He did not let go the hand sahe ex-
tended, but kept It in his own as he
sat down bewide her.

The tinkla of many xguitars now
mingled with the sound of the river,
and the alr was aweet with the
scents of spring and the Incense-llks
odor of burning pinon. The vill
looked a corner of falryland In the
light of the luminous moon and the
spell of the night was upon them

th

bellow bo

“I'm glad you ocould come.”

“Are you--honeast?"*

“Honeat.”

b | wanted to come—I couldn't stay
away to-night."

“Not even If you lost your job?"
Nan had forgiven, perhaps, but not
forgotten that,

“Don't!" It
with him now.

They were allent for a time, but it
wan & sllence as significant os
words.

“I lika you,"” he sald at last, husk-
fly, with an effort.

“Like me? Is that an?t

“A whola lot."”

“1 like & great many people a whole
lot—Mrs. Gallagher, for instance,” nhe
looked at him alyly.

“Ah—you know what [ mean!"” -

“How should I If you don't tell me?

He moved uneaslly.

*Hetter than anybodyl™

Hhe conaldered.

‘Hetter than Edith Blukely?

Ren hesltated and Nan suddenly
felt more than a pang of jealousy,
“More than Edith Hakely?”
demand this time was vehement,
“More than Edith Blakely,” he ad-

mitted,

After another silence Nan sald in-
nocently:

“It sn't 0o much to say that you
ke me better than anybody.”

was & sorsa subject

The

“What would L say?* he usked, sur-
prined.

“Can't you Imagine? Her eyea
danced,

He shook hia head.

“You might say that vou love me."

He drow back startied,

“lord! 1 couldn't say that!"

Hhe took her hand away. "Of course

not, If you don't feel it."”

"*"Tain't that,” he explnined anx-
lously; “but that's soft ‘That's talk-
in' like a novel.'

“Nonsense—say 1t!"”

He squirmed, and Nan
grow red In the moonlight

“Aw—g'wan—I couldn't say that."

“Say It, if you mean it!" she de.
mandad imperiously,

“You won't laugh at me?’ wsuspi-
clously.

Bhe shook her head,

Shamefacedly he stammered whils
n::rnpluunu cams out on his fore-
h .

saw him

“Love—! love you" —-
*More than anybody?"
“Mores than anybody,” ha repeated

after her.
He did not find It so difficult again.

»

i
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he Romance of an Eastern Girl's
Adventures on the Mexican Border

In the soft radiance of the en-
chanted night, being young and un-
hampered and exalted of mood, they
murmured to each othsr somethl
of their thoughts and feslings,
halting admission furnishing & fresh
thrill.

“Tu estas mi querida’'” Ben looksd
at her in ecstacy. “You are swesl—
vou are beautiful! I naver saw a girl
like you."

“Iime to go to bed!" Mre. Galla-
gher's prosale Interruption from the
Montejo doorstep at the far eud of
the dobs came to remind them that
the svening had passed.

“You will come again scon™ Naa
plied.

Nan sat with her chin in her palm
watching horse and rider disappear
in the moonlight. The glamor of the
hour and his ardent, If awkward,
love making was still upon her, but
with his going thers began the per-
sistant, disquieting volce of con-
eclenca Inquiring: ‘“Whers are you
drifting? en ia this to end, and
how? Are you In earneat, and If you
fair to Ben?"'

sinoe mm.llo‘hul.
that she and Ben were rt in their
instincts and their standards, They
se!dom held the same opinlons of
people or things, becauss his reason-
ing was faulty and his logic askew;
but she sxoussd and palliated as she
didd his frequent slips in English, his
omission of the minall courtesies. his
emazing ignorance of any world but

is own.

. It was & significant fact that as
Nan became less and leas conaclous of
his doficiencies, more tolerant of his
shortcomings, she proportionately ex-
alted those qualities which she excen-
sively admired—namsly, his physi
courage and his recognized akill along
his own line, e

As she sat In the doorway the fam-
fly seemed to rise before her like
startied ts, and the amall, Insiat-
ent volce with ita pertinent questions
contributed to her uneasy fesling of

Nan turned to ses & small figure ln
s tattered shawl atanding irresolutely
at the corner of the house.
“Rosario?™ Any Iinterruption waa
moment.

welooma at the

Rosario Richarda crept to her side
like & beaten little dog. Rosario
Richards, whoss Mexiean mother had
married one of the hated gri and
for whom her mother's peo
whom she lived, had no love becauss
of her gringo blood.

Rosario, the sensitive [ittle half-
breed, who shyly brought Nan offer-
ings of horned toads, queer lisards
and soap root so that har hair might
shine like the halr of the Benorita
Perfecta Torres. Bhes lsaned her fore-
head m:lnl“ Nan's arm and began
to cry softly:

- ;nr »0 u;’. ver' my }mbhl.
senorita, that I canno eep!™

Nan lald her arm about her shoul-
ders and drew her closer.

“*Tall ms some of them, Rosario.”
"Ilnl madm ra!" she walled softly—"1if
I haf not mi re!"

“Yes, that is a trouble.”

“M| padre! If only I haf mi padrs!
Ha was kill In the streat when he
fight in El1 Paso. M| madre she die
of tha smallpox.”™

Yon, lbﬂl:oll'. troubles. And they
ara not good to Yyou, bhe
Fuentea—Yyour mother's psople?’

“Like the dogs, 1 get what Is left.”

“Do they whip you, Rosario?

“g1, o, but It is not that™

“What, then?"

“I have no tunlea-—-what you call
Arasa—to wear, and to-morrow is the
las' day of school.”

“And that is a very Important

“0), of, ol, Benorita!" Rosario's syss
grew big with the importance of it.
“All tha people come :0 hear the les-
sons and to see us speak the plece
from the piatform. KEvery nino wear
hiz bes' clothea.

“I have been ver' good, | work
hart. 1 wash all the clothes. | sweep
all the floor and do the dishes wver'
careful, so maybes they giva o the
new dress for the las' day of achool,

“To-night they laugh at me and
say: "The old’ dress Ia good enough
for a gringo!’ 1 haf learn the longeat
plece in the hymn-book to speak from
the platform, but when the teacher
call ‘Rosario Richards' | must shake
my head, for 1 will not atand up be-
fore them all In the ol' shoes of
Senora Fientes and the ol' dress.”

The child threw saide her shawl
to show her rags and thrust out ths
woman's shoe tied oan with twine.
“I haf nothing but tiis-nada! nada'"
Sha buried her face In her shawl.

“I had no |dea that you had so very
many troubles, HRosario' .

“"Ver', ver' many troubles, senorita.”

‘“What color do you llke hest—the
very best of all?™

Hosario conslderad,

“1 Ink ret—and I lof vellow!" .

“Good, Rosario! Bo do 1. Listan,”
Nan began to amile as her thought
grew, “If thars |s time to make It you
shall have the most bsautiful dress
in L.as Rubertas for the last day of
nchool!*

Rosario's eyes wera round with as-
tonishment, and perbaps & little
doubt; of coursse tha senorita was
wonderful, but ahe had not seen all
the beautiful dregses in Las FRuber.
tas,

Therefora Hosarlo's eyes outshone
the cangle In her hand when they
went inslde and Nan brought up from
the bottommonst depths of her trunk
such a silk dress as Las Hubertas
never had dreamed How It shim-

mered! How it shone' How soft |t
wan'

“Oh, senorita'" breathed Rosario,
and Nan lsughed gleefully at her

shining, nstonished syos.

“If you can help me wa'll rip 1t to
pieces to-night.”

“Oh, I can help!” declared Rosario
with sucrh earnestness that Nan
lnughed wloud,

Carefully, so carcfully, Romario
ripped her seam by the dim candle-

light, stoppin
to rub her p
glossy surface,

“It Is a0 be.a-u-taaful,
Oh, muy hermosa'”
hug herself in & transport of delight

“More be-au-u-teeful than the
dreas of the Benorita Perfecta that

only, now and then,
m In scstasy over Lhe

menorital
Then she would

come from ElI Puso" Once she
stopped and looked up soberly,
“They will be ver' mad at you,
senorite.”
“Thern will be no love lost,” Nan

declared, gayly.
me, anyway."

“They no lak Amerieanoa' agreed
Rosario, gravely. “They ‘frald, yes;
but, ton, they hate Americanos”

It was nearly midnight when Ro-
sario crept back to her aheopakin,
where she lay among the anoring

“They do not ke

Fuentes, dreaming of her coming trl-
umph,

For a person who was dressed
when she lighted her cigarstte and
readjustad blanket Mra. Oal.

lagher ahowed & surprising interest
in and lr.nowltdg of clothas.

8he enterad into the wrrk of re-
modelling Nan's frock for Hosario the
next morning with a4 sest which
slightly astonished Nan until ahe
covarad It was due as much to a de-
sire to turn Las Rubertas, and the
Fuentas In particular. with whom she
bad had ssveral spirited encounters,

n with envy ar te give Rosario

pinesa,

ut whataver har motive the result
was the same, since ahe supplled the
knowledge of cutting and basting la-
borlously moquired at a misalon
school, which Nan lacked,

Rosario ran from school at recess
for a final fitting, and at noon she
all but swallowsd her tortillag whole.
The Fuentes, however, wers (oo en-
grossed in arraying themsslves In
their own splendor to observe the ax-
citemsnt and baste of the desplsed
lttls gringo,

Whils Nan brushed Rosario's thick
hair and tled the long brald with a
gorgeoun satin bow, Mrs. Gallagher
buttoned on the best shoes that the
Senor Apedeca kept among his mea-
gre stock of groceriens,

And when the yellow dress, soft and
shimmering as cobwebs In the sun,
was alipped over her head and but-
toned up behind, Rosario astood
speechlean before the reflection she
saw In the blg mirror which Nan
held up bsfore her,

Bhe had never hoped to look like
that. Hhe never had dreamed thal
any little gringo could look like that,

cal and her black eyes turned to stars uw

they atared. Hhe could only say
chokingly, In gratitude and delight:

“Oh, ver', ver', be-a-u-teeful, ase-
norita."”

But her crowning glory was the
string of gold beads which Nan
clasped about her neck. Truly, It
was worth being a gringo to have
this moment!

Mra, Gallagher chuckied mallciounly,
Bhe was thinking of the Fusnteas'
chagrin,

And when the time came it was
worth ripping seama by candle-light
on the shady side of the dobe to Mra.
Oallagher, merely to sea Rosarlo,
with her head proudly erect, walk
down the alsle an the pompous mas-
ter rang hia bell for order. It was

with well worth the trouble If only to see

the Fuentes' bulging eyes and He-
norita Perfecta Torrss's look of envy.

The benches of the achoolroom
wera crowded with wvisitors, but,
when the schoolmanster, selt con-
sclous and rspiring In his best
black clothes—winter weaight—seated
himself In his squeaking rocking
chalr and inted directly at Ro-
sario with his long stiok, & sllence
fell in which the bussing of the flles
upon ths window panes could ba dis-
tinetly heard.

“Rosario Richards will pleass re-

cite 7 times 1 are 1, commanded
the schoolmoster.
Rosario and the schoolmastar

knaw what the visitors did not—
namely, that Raosario’'s class had not
yeot reached *7 times 1 are 7"—that
that diffioult table was two Isssons
further on. isa

——
———
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sario did mot mind the sullem

ia whioch her oew shoss
beautifully, for to the little

olis of Las Rubertas Naa's radiant
mda bation was quite -

Hut her unexpected aplend
not esca him, and he knaw that
he would make no mistake with the
familiss who controlled his reap-
pointment by taking down a peg this
Iittle upatart half hreed so radiant
In har borrowad finery.

Mora than onees, too, she had ar-
gued stoutly against his pronuncia-
tion of the English which hs was ra-
nuired by law to teach In the schoal;
therefors something of his supramae
satinfaction at this rare opportunity
to humlillats her bafore her beloved
Americana and Las Rubertas shone
in his alits of sysa.

Nan caught the startled look upon
Rosario's face and hsard the faint
titter from her clussmatea throughout
ths school room in her moment of
hesitation,

Perhapa Rosarlo heard tha titter
too. At any rate her gringo blood re-
sponded royally to the challenge. Her
cheaks were hurning, har eysa glow-
ing like stars as she rose to her feet,
an olive tinted little beauly in yellow
silk, balted by her enemlea. Blowly,
very slowly, but surely, Rosario re-
oited: T times | are 7" aven to 7
times T are 49, and 7 times 12 are R4,

It would have been wonderful even
for & grown person who was not &
achoolmaater to know ao much, Las
Rubertis admitted to Itsalf In deep
and envious ustonishment. HBut there
wan no applause on that account and
she Anished in allence, rewarded omly
by a beaming amile from Nan,

And how tha lithin Fuenlies, xor-
geouns In green  sateen, stammered
over 2 times 9, and the little Montejos
snt down sniffling because 4 timea §
did not maks 31,

It was a succession of triumphs for
Raosario who, Inspired by the presence
of her adored friend Ia Americana,
und given confidence by the knowl.
sdge that she was wearing the “moa’
be-a-u-teeful tunica in Las Ruber-
tan,” outapelled and outread them all,

Rut Rosario’'s supreme momaent
came when the acowling schoolmaater
called upon her for her “plece” which
wns to npoken from the platform,
and from which divers amall claim-
antk for hiatrionic honors already had
stumbled, weeping and disgraced, to
their arats

ftosario took ears to Ainger har gold
heads as she walked to the platform—
gold beads are wonderfully stimulat-
ing upon occamions of the kind —and
as she made her amall curtsy she did
not forget to amooth down the soft
gathers of her skirt leat thers be dull
onea—ah, some very dull ones pres-
ent who had not observed that |t was
changeable and sometimos shone a
Hitle pink am well an yellow In the
deepest folda,

Nor did she nexlect as sha recited
to draw her long brald of halr with
the hroad satin how on the end over
her shoulder, for the same most ex-
rellent reason.

It waus a hymn she had learned
the longest in the hymn book-—nine
vornes and doleful  about Asath and
worms -but shie caroled 1t like a bird

a flashing yellow bird with her
eyes dancing and her mouth dimpling
#t the corners, us though death and
worms wers the moat joyful and Joy-
ous things In all the world when one
wan wearing xold beads and shim-
mering sk

An nhe stepped down from the
platforin with her Hittla chin In the
alr, proud In the consclousness that
no one else in school could sav nloe

verses out of the hymn book without
& mistake, thers wan no relenting in
ths heavy, upturnad faces of the en-
vious parents and friends. But Ro-

CHAPTER VII.
The Heart of the Wild Dove.
SR HE damper was closed and

smoke from fhe newly kin-

died fire was pouring from

every crevice of the stove,

but Mre. Bilakely, abesnt-
mindedly washing diahes In oold
water, was above such small aanoy-
ances.

“Edie,” bher ungartered stockinge
slipping over the heels of her carpet
slippers, muffied her footsteps as she
walked across the floor and pulled
aside & red calico ecurtain bebind
which her daughter was changing
to her riding clothes,

“Edis, that gypsy feller told the
right of It when he sald & strange
girl was goin' to eut you-all out.”

HEdith winced a little, but sald
nothing.

“We aln't had a sight of Ben Evans
for three weeks, have wal"

Edith replied shortly.

“He's busy; they're branding at the
B X"

“Not too busy to ride his string of
horsea down & gittin' to Las Ruber-
tas overy time they're clﬂ!?‘d within
thirty miles of the place,” retorted
Mra., Blakaly.

“How do you know?"

“I was tole,"” replisd Mre. Blakely
with offended dignity.

Edith declared stoutly:

“1 don't belleve It!"

“You'll ind out too late. When I
was & girl"—Mrs. Blakely sighed sen-
timentally—"pa couldn’'t kesp enough
hay to winter his stock for the sad-
dise horses tied to nis stacks. You
know that song, ‘The Yeller Rose of
Texas Hoats t Belles of Tennes-
meT’ Whall, they's some says that was
wrote about me. Anyway, | never
loat & beau through beln’' cut out.
Edia"—Mra. Hiakely grew melodra-
matioc—*1"d resort to nearly any ver-
mif H;-t:“

- t .

“Falr means or foul, I'd keep him If
I wanted him."

Edith pinned on her Bat and 4id not
look at mother as she asked!:

“But how would you keep him If he
didn't want you?™

“They's waya!" Mrs. Blaksly
raised A mysterious finger. Tiptos-
Ing to the door to peer out ahe in-
advertantly stepped on ber llochlnq
with the other foot. “Drat It!"
Coming back. "I'd echarm him!"™

Edith looked & question.

“They's ways,” she repeated, and
Edith l'lsrud "It you'll jest do
what 1 you it'll fateh him."” Mre.
Blaksly was more than plsassd at
this rare opportunity to discuss the
art and gentle practices of love. It
wnn & sibject which was naver very
far from her thoughts, but her senti-
mental tendencies received amall

agement from her prosalc hus-
band and eldeat daughter.

“Edle," she whisparad, “'you
sprinkls the ashes of the heart of &
wild dove on bim and you got him!
The recelpt is to kill it yoahwself, burn
Its heart to ashes and slip it In bis
pockat or sprinkle him."

“Did you try it on dad?"”

Mrs. Blakely tossed her head.

“Nover had to. An ols lady what
had charmed and buried foab hus-
bands, poah soul, tols me."

EAdith heard her father calling im-
patiently and hurried out. There was
& furrow betwean Hiaksly's eyebrows
and fine lines of anxiety In hin face,

“You ride the range | went over
vesterday, Edie. 1 thought 1 cov-
erod It well, but there's & chance [
may have missed them. They might
have besn in the brush somewhere's
vut of the way of the flies. 1 hope su,
but in my heart I know they aln't

We're short fiftean head now, and If
we don't ind them to-day I'll ba sure
that they're rustled, and that moans
that we've got to Aght or git. We
won't hardly dare to slesp now."”

“No, dad."' They separated to ride
the rarge In different directions In
search of tha missing cattls, each
with a heavy beart, but from dir-
ferent causea.

Hlakely's face was dark with
thoughts of Hplser, the unscrupulous
bully whn would trample him and his
Into the earth without a gualm for
a little strip of water and & few milea
of ranke, Stinglne tears  blinded
Edith's eyesa a& Instinctively che
turnad her horse up the trall which
Ind out of the conl thickat to the bot
mean

“I1t Isn't falr!" she sobbed, soflly,
banding over her horse's neck-—-"IL
fan't fair at all!"

“ has overything and I have
notNing, but she's taken Ben! It ain't
right.,” Her tears fell on the pony's
mane, “[ like him more than she
foea-— 1 know I do.”

The injustice of life and the seem-
ing futility of combating It fell upon
her young shoulders that morning
with crushing weight. It was & rellef
to be alone and to sob her heart out
to the unanswering air. Bhe could
not make 1 conflldantes of her foollsh,
sentimental mother, nor add to her
father's depression by telling him of
this new sorrow,

Hhe loved Hen slmply and unre-
servedly, with none of the confiicting
emotions  which disturbed Nan's

eace of mind, He was o man ke
er father, the only type that hnd
entered Into her girlish dreams; she
had no romantic notions of & rich
husband and a life of which she wns
Ignorant,

Bhe would have besn content to
have lived over again the life of her
mothar with Ita poverty and hard-

By Caroline Lockhart §

£

r
Bhe bit her It
her head from hjn’. S50 aat ‘twued

“Tell me, Ediso,” he demanded
g:uomlr. and jald his hand n:
r arm

The famillar shtion started
e Nothing b

“Nothing—ob. I don't know!™
= ow

“Of courss you da,
girl to ery for nothing.”

Hut she had too much woman's pride
to tell him the truth If he was
dense, too littis interested to “ M

“It's the cattle”—ane kept her face
trqrn him—"we're joning them.”

“Diseass—dyin' you mean?™

“"Rustiers."

“The greasers, you think?"

‘ﬂ‘ha shook her head.

‘They'rs going teo fast for that
The greasers only kill for beef. Bome
ona'a running them off."

Ben's face wan & mixture of many
emotlons.

“Who do you think it {a?"

“Who do you think It would bat™
demanded Edith bitterly. “There's

sonly ons parson that wants to break

us.'"

“Look bere, Edls,” he caught
arm and demanded umlr?l "'l."n'u
don't think I've had any hand In It

or knew anything about (1t
ke lookad &t Bim sesarcly. il
"*No, Ben, not & minuts. ‘ou know

too well what this little bunch of
u!‘ll‘o means to us. You've seen me
ridin' thess mesas and arroyos sum-
S o beis a0 ho B b
ad,
"m; ""h"‘* p now ba's got o
"You know what It Is to ride
tha wind scorching you, blowing
hot like it came out of a furnace,
sun fair =rna' up the biood in youwsd
ns, and your eyas half-bill
blondshot from tho’:hr:l -
"And yoa know what it Is to
;r:mwmlc'r hw:;t‘{mgﬂhnd: #0 numb *
can't ho o bridis rel
your fest In the stirrups.” e
I know,” he repiied, with .
oympathy, “and you're
nerviest girl in the country, Bdle.
sure brag on you whenaver [ get the
chance. You-all deserve to make
your stake and I'm mighty miad thetls
you didn't think I knew ulnllp.’
ahout the oattls yon been lasin'
won't say I never rustied none,
maybe | have, but rustiin’ m-“
friend—why, say, that's downright

“T like to think that
me—us that,” with a lm
aoqa«;rr.‘ d

“Whnt!'"—he turned In his
and looked at her In utou'l.h&l
“you haven't been thinkin' that I

don't ook folka
triendat o o0 “ ®a

"Wa haven't sean much of yom

lataly,” Edith replied, wve b
straightening her stirru gu 3
nead not _mest his sys. e walted

Bunday dinner twice.”
“DIA you now?—why, you
'n' done that."
“You used to come so
kinda got in tha way of e
you" Her volce shook a little,
Ben 4id not seem to notice it
“T wan a pretty steady hoarder
there for a while,” he admitted sy
coneernedl ¢, *but you shouldn't a put
vourself out nona.* 1!::
Hin Indiffersnce hurt her so m
that she could think of nothing move
Lo say, and they rode for nearly hajfs
a mila In silence befors he asked:
.;!J:T!II‘IM?' minea the rc;::m Eol'lil '
oA n't ecome out g, L]
“About ten days, or two “u,g na
He frowned In thought. MGl
It was & weak, ten days—yaes, t
wenks ago, that Bpiser had sant K |
mas Ed to ride this particular range
and brand. That yellowback ecows
puncher was just the petty Ia

thisf he would send to do a trick of

the kind. urt
“T've to quit you here"
brought his horse to a standstill—

tell your dad I'll keep my eyvea o
and If T lsarn anything I'll send
word "'

“All right, Ban.,”" she sald with an
oftort, and added In a kind of amad
yeration, "I o'pose you couldn't wm

yourself ™

"Can't promise—I might—but",
with a short laugh—"Hpirer's ridin'
herd on me pretty close latoly. P
llﬂ:'!" to get my “me If 1 don't look
out.”

He knew, and he knew that K
knew, why Bplser was “riding h
on him, but he could not resist
temptation to boast to Edith of
attachment to Nan, even while
;nh“ dimly awars of the stab it

er,

(T. Ba Coatinued.)
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